WITH AN IMMORTAL
Where was Aoide ? Swift I looked around, But of the Muse of Song no trace I found. The scene was changed. I lay on Hampstead
Heath,
And close beside, a pine-tree huge beneath, A coster and his donah played together. His lips she tickled with her ostrich feather, The while he shut his eyes in hope of bliss; Whereat she gaily laughed, the saucy Miss, " Garn, yer April  Pool!     Yer thought it was a
kiss."
